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juch a brilliancy of point, such an elegance of
paragraph, and such a variety of Intelligence,
that I can hardly conceive it possible to conti-
nue a daily paper in the same degree of excel-
lence ; but if there was a man who had abilities
equal to the task, that man's assistance the pro-
prietors have lost.

When I received your letter, I was transcrib-
ing for * * * *3 my letter to the magistrates
of the Canongate, Edinburgh, begging their
permission to place a tomb-stone over poor Fer-
gusson, and their edict in consequence of my
petition, but now I shall send them to * * *
*' * * *. Poor Fergusson! If there be a
life beyond the grave, which I trust there is;
and if there be a good God presiding over all
nature, which I am sure there is ; thou art now
enjoying existence in a glorious world, where
worth of the heart alone is distinction in the
man; where riches, deprived of all their plea-
sure-purchasing powers, return to their native
sordid matter; where titles and honours are the
disregarded reveries of an idle dream; and
where that heavy virtue, which is the negative
consequence of steady clulness3 and those
thoughtless^ though often destructive follies,
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